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Nor less her blandishments, than beauty, move;

At once both loving, and confessing love.

For   him she dressed;  for him   with female

care

She combed, and set in curls, her auburn hair.    54-5
Of roses, violets, and lilies mixed,
And sprigs of flowing rosemary betwixt,
She formed the chaplet, that adorned her front;
In waters of the Pegasaaan fount,
And  in the  streams that from the fountain

play,                                                                  550

She washed her face, and bathed her twice a

day.

The scarf of furs, that hung below her side,
Was ermine, or the panther's spotted pride;
Spoils of no common beast    With equal flame
They loved; their sylvan pleasures were the

same:                                                                555

All day they hunted; and when day expired,
Together to some shady cave retired.
Invited, to the nuptials both repair;
And, side by side, they both engage in war.

" Uncertain from what hand, a flying dart       56o
At Cyllarus was sent, which pierced his heart
The javelin drawn from out the mortal wound,
He faints with staggering steps, and seeks the

ground:

The fair within her arms received his fall,
And strove his wandering spirits to recall;           565

And while her hand the streaming blood opposed,
Joined face to face, his lips with hers she closed.
Stifled with kisses, a sweet death he dies;
She fills the fields with undistinguished cries ;
At least her words were in her clamour drowned ; 570
For my stunned ears received no vocal sound*
In madness of her grief, she seized the dart
New-drawn, and reeking from her lover's heart;